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EPIC OF AN EMPIRE 



Building An Empire 

CIVILIZATION FOLLOWED THE 
RAILROAD IN VARIOUS WAYS. THE 
UPROAR OF NIGHT LIFE ON THE 
FRONTIERS WAS SO GREAT THAT 
COMMITTIES WERE FORMED TO 
RID IT OF THE EVIL AND SHADY 
CHARACTERS- AROUND 




Rollin' Thru The Desert 



SIXTY TO SEVENTY YEARS AGO TRAINS ON 
THEIR FIRST DESERT RUNS HAULED EXTRA WATER 
FOR THEIR BOILERS IN TANKS DIRECTLY BEHIND 
THE TENDER. NOWADAYS LOCOMOTIVES STILL 
HAUL WATER TANKS ON LONG RUNS WHERE WATER 
IS UNAVAILABLE OR 15 CHEMICALLY UN PURE 



~4&_ 




The Golden Age 

Of The West 

THE ERA OF THE CATTLE TRAILS 

COMMENCED WITH THE COMING OF 

.^Si.— - THE RAILROAD. THE 

___ -S?%gs. ~~~~- x COWBOY DROVE 

Wfo/J\»- HIS CATTLE TO 

WHERE THE 



J-OW*-' 






BUYERS AND 
THE TRAIN 
READY FOR 
SHIPMENT, WERE 
WAITING 



COMICS, published 
■ rby. Conn. Office ot 
Conn, wilh addition 




&N SAINT VALENTINE'S PAY, 1SS6- 




\ ...THE BANK" IN LIBERTY, MISSOURI 

\ WAS ROBBED OF 70,000 POLLAPS. 




Meanwhile, jesse james lay 

seriously ill. in the home of a 
frlenply doctor. later, both 
jesse amp the poctoe claimep 
he hap beenthebe atth£ time 
op the holpuf?j" "" 



JESSE, THERE 
FIVE MEN WfTHSUNS 
OUTSICE.rOU LIE 
STILL! I'LL /—-— — ■ 
&OANP t^_,- OC ' 
GET RIP 





fl&THIS DAXTHGCe HAS SEEN NO 
PROOF WHATSOEVER OF THE 
IDENTITIES OF THE MEM WHO 
KCSBEP THE LIBEBTY BANK 



*VELL,CUSS AAE, ANNIE, 
THEM BANDITS IS 
ON'Y RIDIN'THROLKS 
TOWN / 




THEY SOT POP,) APPEARS I 
SHERIFF. AND/ WAS PUPED 
I GOT 'EM -C^iNTO L.EADIN' 
ALL BUT j A POSSE OUT 
UN<3ER. /INTO THE HILLS. 

"-— , . -C KiLUN' THAT LOAFER 

/ -J^7*IN THE SALOON 
La *"PS|f LAST NIGHT WAS 
Hi VrTV UNGER'S WAV O' 
Tt 1 fSwsLORAWINeUSOffi 
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tl&EEKS LATER.,. ANNIE 
mw fANNOT FORGET HER 
MEETING WITH CODY.... 

IMAGINE THE GREAT ■ 
BUFFALO BILL WANTING 
Af£...AMA//£ OAKLEY.. 
7 SHOW I 



/Tjustguks 
that never happened 





IN 



TMUMi 



MISTAKEN 




POOR 01' POP WAS 
BUSHWACKED. . PROBABLY 
FROM THOSE GLIFFSr 




HEY MARSHALL. HERE'S 
TEX TRAIL AND HE HAS 

POP NUGENT TIED TO 
HIS SADDLE. HE'S DONE 

BEEN SHOT.'' 





SOME SNAKE 
MURDERED HiMr 




POP WENT OUT OF TOWN 
PRETTY DRUNK LAST NIGHT 

AFTER WINNIN' ABOUT 
THREE HUNDRED DOLLARS 

AT FAROr 



S POP WAS MURDERED ' 
AND I WANT TO SEE THE _ 
SHERIFF/" 





REACH 


FOR THE SKY 






YUH MURDERIN* SNAKE OR )$&. 
^~~—i l ' LL ^ AST Y " H r ^mT 
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SO- IT WAS YOU WHO 
DONE IT MARSHALL- I THOUGHT \ 

MY TALE WOULD FLUSH 
THE SIDEWINDER OUT OF HIS . 

DEN. I NEVER DID KNOW 
WHO KILLED POP, BUT I FIGURED) 

IF I SAID I KNEW THE 
SNAKE WOULD TRY ANOTHER " 
KILLING r 




B-BUT WHO WAS * THOUGHT IT 
ON THAT HORSEJJWAS ME, EHr 
WASN'T ANYTHIN G 
I BUT AN OLD CLOTHES 
DUMMY RIGGED IN 
MY OLD CLOTHES. NOW 
GET GOING. I AIM TO 
SEE YUH HUN G FOR j 
KILLING POPr, 
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CRISP steps sounded along the roadway be- 
yond the fringe of trees and Buck and 
String crouched down into the brush, peer- 
ing carefully out to watch the two guards mov- 
ing past along the road. Beyond them, on the 
opposite side of the road, was the field, and at 
the far end of that stood the deserted building. 

"Once they're out of sight." String whispered, 
"we go across, work- up to that old shack, and 
from it we should be able to get a pretty good 
look at whats' going on." • 

Buck rubbed the back of his neck. "You ain't 
just a-kiddin"," Buck drawled. "Wouldn't sur- 
prise me none to find more'n we're looking for. 
Well, Yankee, they're outta sight. You all set?" 

"Wait 6 minute." String warned. "Let's be 
sure—" 

"Darn!" Buck swore softly. "You Northerners 
are all alike I Still can't figure out how the South 
lost the war!" 

"Don't bother. Just worry about winning this 
one. Later . . . we'll settle the other one be- 
tween ourselves. Okay, hot-shot, if you're so 
sure you're ready, let's go." 

"Who goes first?" 

String' hesitated.' and Buck chuckled and slid 
forward, Over his shoulder he taunted, "We 
£r<.therners. always had to take the lead. I'll go 
first. Yank!" 



AT THE edge of the road he looked in both 
directions, then, crouching, darted across 
and disappeared into the field of grain be- 
yond. String waited a moment, breath held, a 
jaint grin on his grim lips. He'd half expected 
to hear the sound of a shot, see Buck go tail over 
pin-feathers. Maybe they were waiting. . . . 

Without hesitation now String gripped his 
rifle tightly, plunged across the open strip. He 
plunged into the grain field, caught the sound of 
a dry chuckle. from near-by. 



"Bet you expected to get your ears clipped 
that time." Buck drawled. "Okay, soldier. Let's 
keep moving." 

They reached the edge of the field below the 
househouse and peered out. Perhaps forty feet 
separated them *rom the side of the structure. 

"Doesn't seem to be anybody." Buck growled. 
"Okay, Yank. Ready?" 

He started up, but swiftly String reached out, 
yanked him down onto the ground out of sight 
again. 

"Hold it!" String snarled. "Over there — back 
of the building — " 

"I reckon you've got something," Buck 
drawled. "What's up here? We've gotta find 
out right quick—" 

"We'll ' work around to the back," String 
growled. 

From the woods back of the house, men were 
moving across the open road leading into the 
woods. They were moving material in, equip- 
ment of some kind, and working entirely with- 
out light. Back in the darkness of the woods to 
the north, there came the sound of a motor 
truck. 

"Stick here," Buck whispered "I'll be back. 
... I hope!" 

He wriggled away through the field. ' String 
lay fiat on his belly, watching the thin line of 
men moving back and forth into the building. 
Something important was happening, . . . 



THE grain stalks rattled and Buck crawled 
back. "We've gotta high-tail it back to 
camp!" he whispered warningly. "They're 
setting up a cannon there you could stuff an oil 
barrel into. That ain't all! There's another 
building over north a piece, and the same thing's 
going on there. When our outfit attacks — let's 



go! 



It seemed miles back to the road. String 



wanted to get up, make a clash for it. It gave 
him the creeps to think of the huge field rifles 
being readied there, to open up on them at al- 
most any time. 

They reached the road at last, and after care- 
fully looking up and down, String straightened - 
to a crouch and started across. He reached the 
far side of the road, plunged into the weeds and 

And a second later, he brought up. sharply, a 
snarl of anger escaping his lips. Directly be- 
fore him stood a patrol, rifle leveled, staring at t 
String over the barrel. Instantly String's body 
tensed but he knew at once it would be plain 
suicide to try to get the guy. And with Buck 
coming over right behind him — 

But instead Buck came in from the side sud- 
denly and silently, the blade of his knife flash- 
ing. String ducked, but the guard crumpled and 
his rifle fell— 

From the woods to the left came the sharp 
crack of a rifle. It was a little blurred, too 
fast. String whirled, saw a tongue of flame, saw 
Buck going down into a low crouch, then slide 
over onto his face — 

Swift anger flared up inside String and he 
stepped back, pressing behind the bole of a tree. 
For a second after the sound of the two shots, 
silence pressed in gradually, with just the wind 
in the trees, the faint rattle of leaves. 



CAREFULLY String lowered himself to the 
ground, crouched there clutching his rifle, 
trying to think. Buck lay out there, with 
at least one bullet through his body. Perhaps 
both had hit home. Even so Buck might not 
be dead, but wouldn't last unless given imme : 

Cautiously, String worked his way forward, 
moving through the dark in a small circle, com- 
ing toward the spot where Buck lay from the 
rear. It was almost impossible to 3ee more 
than the vague outlines of the trees. But if 
he didn't spot the remaining guard first — 

A figure moved slightly belore him and String 
tensed, laying his rifle down, gathering his body. 
His hand slid to the knife in his belt, closed up- 
on the slim handle. Forward again, inching his 
way soundlessly, holding his breath, watching 
and wailing, praying he'd get close enough and 
that Buck wasn't dead. . - 

A twig snapped faintly and instantly String 
launched himself across the remaining space. 
The guard whirled, muttering savagely as he 
attempted to swing the rifle around — 

Buck dashed against him and they floun- 
dered over into the brush, crashing to the 



ground.^ The rifle went flying. The guard flung 
himself aside, jabbed backward with a vicious 
elbow, catching String beneath the chin. Pain 
jutted down into him sharply, and for a split 
second he flung aside. The guard scrambled to 
his feet. . . . 

Half crouching. String hurled himself forward, 
struck his opponent just above the knees, send- 
ing both crashing to the earth. String followed 
up his attack. The knife in his hand flashed 
'.sharply. ... ( 

He crawled beck to where Buck was lying. He 
was breathing. String could feel the blood 
seeping through his uniform. 

"Get — goin'," Buck whispered hoarsely, 
"You — Yanke e — " 

"Shut up," String ordered softly, -"If you 
think. I'm pulling out and leaving you here, 
you're nuts." 

"No — good," Buck whispered. "Warn — the 
—outfit — ■ 

"Quiet!" String snarled, going to work fast 

Ordinarily, within easy reach of a doctor, the 
wound might not have been fatal. But now. 
alone and miles from their base. String knew 
Buck's chances weren't so hot. The only pos- 
sible chance was to get him back as fast as pos- 
sible. 

Carefully, tenderly, String got his companion 
up onto his shoulders, turned and started back 
through the woods. It was a long way but it 
had to be done and it was worth it. He couldn't 
leave Buck here to die alone. . . . 



IT WAS further than String hati realized. His 
slim, powerful body was exhausted when 
finally he staggered down the gentle slope 
and out toward the camp. Patrols picked them 
up ... a jeep whined out of the darkness and 
a moment later they were rushing back through 
the darkness toward camp. 

"You-can talk to him for a minute," Captain 
Ryder permitted String. "He'll be okay. You're 
both entitled to all the credit in the world, for 
the importance of the mission you have accom- 
plished." 

There were circles under Buck's eyes, grim 
lines about his mouth, but he managed a grin as 
String stepped up to his bedside. 

"I — I take it all — back," Buck whispered. 
"What — what I said — about you Yanks—" He 
waited a minute, eyes closed, grin broadening a 
little. He aded softly, "You — you're the fightin'- 
est — Northerner I ever — saw. But — I'll still 
take you on — when we get home!" 



THE END 
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'«lN«TANCE,T3?ECOMEMBEl? T-HE TIME RAUL AN' BILLY P»JLGJ?IM <?OTGABBIW' 



SHAME, PAUL THEY AIN'T 
NOTHIN"TWEEN CANADA 
AM THE UNITED STATES 
SO'S FOLK'S COULD 
TELL WHICH THEY 
WAS IN/ 





IF SOMEBODY 
WA<3 TO DIG THE 
ST. LAWRENCE 
T?IVER,I'DF>AY 
^1M A MILLION 
DOLLARS ' 



WAL.E31LLV, 
MEBOE JT 
CAN DIG 
ONE CHJFe 
\<A' 




j»WL,nj?ST PAUL WENT OVEE WEST -A 
Ll'L AN'OOTMISSVELF SCWE U?ON 
ORE OUT'N A MOUNTAl N - . . . 




AN «E GOE6 AJ^OUNOIN' 
FE.R A-HOUR EJS «5© .. . 


ON IX 


f 4 




v* 


ft 




^ 



AN RJRTySOONWEWAD 
W1SSELFANICE DUMP 
■SMOVEL . 




&JUT THEN TH&T J5AP^CALL10W,B1LW PILGRIM 
TglEPTQ GO BACK ON WIS BARGAIN ... 

IT-AINTPIGUTFERA \ NOW.TUATAIN'TNICE! 
MAN TO GITAMILLION \ YOU'l?E GOlN'BACkT 
T?OLLAJ?5 FERADAVfi/ONABARGAlN/l'M 
WOCfcC.' I AIN'T- j/ JEST GONNA THROW 

PAVIN ' .' r-rn THIS F»I|_E O'OltST BACK 



IM JEST GONNA KEEP* 
LETTIN' THESE UTTLE 
WIBBLES O'DIRT FALL 
BACK IN THE RIVEC ' 
'TILL you 
R4V ME ' 




^- ^.g^jiyNa bout M*H &ac ^ 
"W MADE ME. «»H / 
' %HE MAPS W6 i"** 




<3S&?8 



THE ACTION STORy OF 




ever hear tell op wild 
bill's first fight... the „ 
one that made 'in famous^ 
wal, it happened when he 
was a young 'un, in charge 
of a lonesome station 
where the overland stage 
changed horses, near 
rock cr eek, kansas 

hmm/that's the/a 

CRAZV McCANDLAS 

k BROTHERS /TROUBLE 





MISTER, IP I WAS TO GOTO WAR, 
RECKON I'D BE FIGHTIN' ON THE UNION 
SIPE... BUT AS OF RIGHT NOW, I AIN'T 
GOT NO. INTENTION OP GOING 
A/OWHERE-..AN' NEITHER HAS 
- THEM HOSSES/ 




-AN' IP YA AIN'T RUN OFF 
TO JOIN THE WAR BY THEN, 
- WE BOVS'LL BE BACK TO 
MAKE VA WISH VA HAD/ 




VVELl-.OL'BILL JUS WENT 
ABOUT HIS BUSINESS 
LIKE NOTHIN' ATALL HAD 
HAPPENED. HE DONE HIS 
JOB LOOKIN' AFTER THE 
COMPANY HOSSES 




...AN' THEN HE WENT 
TO FIX HIMSELF A 
MITE O* GRUB. 



BE JUS' LIKE THEAA 
FELLERS TO COAAE 
BACK RIGHT NOW,. 







COME ON OUT, 

HICKOK f 
ANSWER ME, 
OR WE'RE 

A-CO/VMN'tN 

FOR YA/ 



W/"»t» TWffV COME IN ALL RIGHT...AN 
BILL KEPT HIS PROMISE / HE DRILLED 
WIM MeCAMPLAS CLEAN OEAO FIRST 
SHOT, AN' GO T A NICK INTO ANOTHER 
VARMINT WITH THE SAME LEAD/ 




AW THEN THAT THERE FIGHT REALLY GOT STARTED/ THE BULLETS WAS 
THICK. 'AS SREETERS/a/LL GOT THREE O' ™fm COYOTBS WITH THE FIRS 
THREE SHOTS! 



THEM COYOTES WITH THE FIRST 





See now : f? bill killed s/xq' 

TNEfl EIGHT VARMINTS THAT 
DAY, AN' IN NO TIME THENEWS 
WAS ALL OVER THAT THERE 
WAS A NEW FIGHTIN'NAN TO 

BE RECKONED WITH 

WILD BILL HICKOK / 



HlFFJDHMSLSUGHfll 

INDIAN FIGHTER, EX-CONFEDERATE SOLDIER, EX" TEXAS 
RANGER AND EXPERT COWMAN, JOHN SLAUGHTER MADE 
HIS DESICIONS IN A CALM, REMORSELESS SILENCE. 






JOHN SLAUGHTER 
HE BEGAN HIS CAREER IN TEXAS BY KILLING (THE 
BAONIAN OF BITTER CREEK) GALLAGHER, WHO 
LIVED BY 'CUTTING THE HERDS' OF TIMID DROVERS. 
LEAVING THE PANHANDLE HE WENT TO ARIZONA 
MARRYING ENROUTE. HE HAD MANY ESCAPES FROM 
BEING DRYGULCHED WHICH AT TIMES SEEMED 
ALMOST MIRACULOUS. THIS WAS THE MAN WHO 
WAS MADE SHERIFF OF COCHISE. SLAUGHTER HAD HIS 
OWN METHOD OF DEALING OUT LAW. HE WOULD 
RIDE UP TO AN UNDESIRABLE CHARACTER AND 
SAY. "COCHISE HAS NO ROOM FOR A MAN LIKE 
YOU, GET OUT." NOT MANY WERE BOLD ENOUGH TO 
ARGUE THE POINT. THOSE THAT WERE, REMAINED 
AS PERMANENT RESIDENTS IN BOOTHILL. 
AFTER LEAVING A RECORD MATCHING THE BEST 
IN THE WEST, JOHN SLAUGHTER RETIRED AND 
WENT BACK TO HIS CATTLE EMPIRE. 



BY GOLLY,! CAN'T 
BELIEVE IT ! /WAHINA 
DAVlS.MY NIECE 

has just com& 
Out to masb.v up 

WlTU TO Ml 




SOONER OR LATtw 

well get you phantom! 
vour information 
won't come so easy 
next time " 

|thi* <sun o'mine is 
* well ©iled.mistec, 




■DOSSM T SSff TOM COLT,T4S\>0Urs/& 
3AN< TSLL'Sfg, SPRINGING FTPQM 430 Vff . 




THEKE WASONLVi 
COVER OP MONEY ON 
TOP OF TMATSACK. THE 
(ZEST WAS COI2N.WLTM A 
HOLE IN THE BOTTO/W OF 
TME BA&, IT MADE A 
PERFECT TTeAlL. TO , 
YOUR W, DEOUT | J MAYBE BEIN Z£&S\ 
ASSISTANT ATTHE 
BANf WASN'T JEST 
SMABT ENOUGH FEO 
YOU PHANTOM, ...BUT 
IT LOOkT« Ukfe VOUVE j 
5MAPTEDVOUBSELF S 

NTOAneEf+l nooseV 



fa'*. EASY 



7(/iK Wen! 



• •• when You Know How! 




REAM for YOURSELF! 



How To Dale A Girl 
How To Interest Her 

Jn You 
How To Win Her 

Love 
How To Express Your 

Love 
How To -Make Up" 

With Her 
How To Have "Per- 

AND MO UK 



How To Look Your 
Beit 

How Not To Offend 

How To Be Well- 
Mannered 

How To Overcome 
"Inferiority" 

How To Hold Her 

How To Show Her A 
Good Time 



VALUABLE PAGES 




WOMEN are funny — you never 
know whether you're making the 
right move or not. Avoid disappoint- 
ment, heartbreak! Save yourself lots of 
tragedy. Don't be a Faux pas! Read 
HOW TO GET ALONG WITH GIRLS 
and discover for yourself the ABC and 
XYZ of successful strategy. Put psy- 
chology to work. No more clumsy mis- 
takes for you — get the real McCoy on 
bow to deal with women in this amazing 
handbook. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

FREE five days' examination of this book is 
offered to you if you send the coupon today I 
We will ship you your copy by return mail, 
in plain wrapper. If not delighted with 
results, after reading book, rfturn it in 5 
days and your money will be refunded. 
Stravon Publishers, New York. 



MAIL COUPON TODAY 



STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Debt. D-14S 

1 13 W. 57th Su New York 19, N. Y. 

Send HOW TO GET ALONG WITH GIRLS la 

plain wrapper. 

O I enclose 9SC 

D Send CO.D. aod 1 will pay 
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TALK-SING-PLAY 

" j y ROLEY HOME RADIO 



ATTACHES TO ANY RADIO 

Amaie and mystify your frisnds by talking about them 
over your own radio. Create and broadcast shows, com- 
■cials and "news flashes". Just flick the button on this profes- 
:al, studio-type "mike" and you cut in instantly on any pro- 
gram, make believe you are on with big 
stars. It's loads of fun, and good training, 
too! This professional -looking switch-but- 
ton "mike" conies complete with long in- 
sulated cord. Everything complete, ready 
to attach in minutes. 




f /r*L*'*? : 



n« by |uil ilrv[lnj, talking. kIIe[. oi pliyinj a urn sit a! 1 n illume n I Into four 

m plirer uilni a NEW HOME RECORD MAKING UNIT. This wonderful little uHI records on the 

--ds lumlslwd in root retordlnj hlLNnfcQcasslng of IM raeord required . . . iust mike your rmotdini 

-"-jl» roady lot fiiyfaak. USE THE NEW HOME RECORD MAKER with an) tjpe d slandard 

-■—■■— ot (Metrical phonoiriftis oparalltij an ellhsr 

MCUl "mcomjws mmiiQVL" 




P^HTHfNKOFIT.' 
■■THIS BECOftf 
«"""E "wrr 


MSI MAPE 
WITH THE 


1 / its so simple.' 
■ let me make a 
j l recosd /— 


WUBZz—^- 


.WORKS GREAT.') Jjjj 


■fen 


UStVi-tfLM 



SEND NO MONEY 

Dnn'l mill i Ctrl. Mill coupon and we'll lend complete 
NEW HOME RECORD MAKER. C. 0. D. lor only 




RECORO0GR1PH CORP. OF AMERICA. DenUD-l! 
^0 GRAND STREET. NEW I0RK, N. Y. 
Send antlra RECORD MAKING OUTFIT, including I 
Mink two-sidid records. 

P Send C.O.D. I wlH pay poitnran M.19 plus poiUti. 
3 1 inclose H.tS. send complete outhl postpaid. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE 

i~ Saod additional Hank recants it S2 p*r ihnti. 




SHOW MOVIES OF YOUR CHOICE AT HOME 

There's lots of fun for young and old with this new easy to operate 16mm 

hand-operated movie projector. Cost is low—enjoyment high. Pays for itself in 

the first week's fun. See the big shows or use home movies, but, enjoy the fun in 

your own living room. Grand for the 

kids. AC or DC. It's years of fun for 

only J6.98. 



• Easy to operate 

• All metal construction 

• Use ordinary electric bulb 

• 50 Feet reel capacity 

• Simple hnndwind operation 



Just send r 
and address and we ship 
C.O.D. plus postage or 
send S6.98 and we ship 
postpaid. 

Catalog of film avail- 
able—included free. 



MAIL MART INC., Dept. PD-161 
230 Grand Street, New York 13, N. Y. 
□ Send Projector C.O.D. I will pay poitn 

16.98 plui pottage. 
Q I encloe* $6.98, saving postage. 
Ninw 
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